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DEDICATED TO 


Spawn finds three nervous young men in an abandoned house 
with the dead body of an Asian girl. All three tell different 
stories about her demise and the events leading up to it, but 


My boy, Jake each of their stories point the finger at each other. Justice is 
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served when Spawn gives the knife and the opportunity to carry 
out the sentence to one of them. He then takes the unlucky 
knife-wielder away to carry out his own brand of justice. 
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= SANTA 
MONICA, SSeS: 
CALIFORNIA. 
J THE CROWD. THE ; MY FACE BURNS 
SCREECH OF TIRES. F I] BUT MY HANDS 
ba ARE FREEZING. 
T CAN'T FEEL 
ANYTHING AT 
ALL BELOW MY 
WAIST. 





OVER THE 
SCREAM OF 


KNEW Alpe re HEAD AND TM’ 
CRASHING ON ( | #] BONN 
| / AFRAID IF J CLOSE 
| THE BEACH. Eas MY EYES, THEY LL 
! A NEVER OPEN AGAIN. 
SHOLILDA TORN 
THAT PLACE 





‘EM, DIZ. 
FREAKIN’ 


SHEEP. DOESN'T 


TAKE MUCH TO 
bh. SPOOK THEM, 
DOES IT? 


i! . 
SOMEONE 
GUTTED IT, 
FILLED ITS 
BELLY WITH ROCKS 
OR SOMETHING. 
COULD BE A CULT 
THING. PROBABLY 
JUST KIDS, 
THOUGH. 














1 
LY CAT, OFFICER. THE 


QUESTION 1S, WHAT 
KIND OF SICK 
INDIVIDUAL WOULD 
LEAVE JT ON THE 
CHURCH STEPS? 
LOOK Ar IT! 
IT’S BEEN 
MUTILATED. 
> 


SERVICES 
{N20 
MINUTES. 


THIS WORLD 
1S A VALE OF 
W LIES, A 
HAVEN FOR 
HYPOCRITES 
AND 


COWARDS... 





ALL CLINGING PATHETICALLY TO 
ANTIQUE NOTIONS OF "RIGHT" AND 
“WRONG.” THERE'S NO SUCH THING AS 
SOCIETY. NO SUCH THINGS AS RULES. 


CIVILIZATION DIED A LONG TIME 

AGO. WE'RE JUST MAGGOTS 

CRAWLING OVER THE 
FESTERING CORPSE. 


Ss 
GRAB SOME 
BREAKFAST, 
DIZ? 


Fl WITHOUT SOCIETY THERE 
{S ONLY THE INDIVIDUAL . 
THE INDIVIDUAL AND 

THE TRIBE. 


re = oe. 
AND THE WHOLE OF ff 


THE LAW SHAIL BE 
“DO WHAT THOU WILT. ” 


THE SUIT- AND-TIE SLAVES 
LOOK ATUS WITH AMUSED 
PITY. THEY DON'T REALIZE 
WE ARE THE T/GERS INA 
WORLD OF LAMBS. 


; 
i 
GUILT. 

COMPASSION. 
SENTIMENT. 

THEY ARE SIGNS 

OF SPIRITUAL 
DECADENCE. 
WEAKNESSES To 

BE EXPLOITED. 


HEY, 
SINBAD. YOU ¥ 
OWE ME A FREE 
CuP OF COFFEE. 
THAT ONE I GOT 
YESTERDAY 


. TASTED LIKE 
SOUR CAT 





SERN, TM cleo” 


BUT EVEN THE TRIBE 
AB a 7 MY MOM'S 
CAN BE VULNERABLE... 4 Sa af MYMOM's 
Pp NBN ae y © 7 FREAKING RIGHT Ff 


RENEE! HEY 
GIRLFRIEND! | 














I CLOCKED HER FOR 
WHAT SHE WAS RIGHT 


AWAY, ANOTHER Gx ; dy ly KNOW RICKY. HE 
DISILLUSIONED UTTLE = SS TE USED TO CRASH AT 
PRINCESS FROM THE a , BECKER STREET, 
PALISADES. 3) RIGHT? 
0 .& RICKY? 
> 2 
% 15 THAT LITTLE 





FAGGY KID? 
HE'S LONG GONE. 
FOUND 

HIMSELF A 


SUGARDADDY, 
I'M GUESSIN’ 





TELL YOU 
f WHAT. NEXT 
YUPPIE CLOWN 
WHO WALKS BY 
WITH A CELL PHONE. 
I WANT YOU TO 
KILL HIM, OKAY? 
THEN I'LL KNOW 
Ss YOU'RE COOL. 






SPOILED WHITE 
KIDS WHO ARE 
HANDED EVERY- 
THING THEIR 
WHOLE LIVES 
ARE ALWAYS THE i 
MOST UNHAPPY. 
THAT SHOULD TELL 
YOU SOMETHING. 
















LIKE I'M IMPRESSED. 


’ MISTER PSYCHO GLOOM 
DUDE. EVEN TRENT REZNOR 


DOESN'T DRESS LIKE 
THAT ANYMORE, 





7 IF YOU DON’T 


MOVE BEFORE IT 
BURNS OUT, YOU'RE 
IN. YOU FLINCH, YOL 
GO CRAWLING BACK 
TO MOMMY AND 
DADDY. READY? 


I'M THE 
LEADER 'CAUSE 
I CAN TAKE THE 
PAIN. BECAUSE I 
HAVE NO FEAR. 

UNDERSTAND? 


OKAY, I'M 
GONNA DROP_ 
THIS CIGARETTE 
BETWEEN BOTH 
OUR 





DREAMHOUSE AND WASTE 
YOUR LIFE AWAY ON DIET 
PILLS AND FAMILY 
Be, THERAPY. 














ine. 


I WANT YOU 
TO REMEMBER 
SOMETHING. YOU 
FAILED BECAUSE YOU ARE 
WEAK. THE STRONG PREY 
ON THE WEAK. ITIS THE 
OLDEST LAW iN CREATION. 
ITIS THE ONLY SACRED 
TRUTH LEFT IN THIS 
WORLD. 





IL MANHA TTAN. 
wy, 


LOOK, 1 PAID - z COULD 
FOR THOSE EA 2 YOu SPELL 
TICKETS A MONTH YOUR NAME 

h AGO. THIS IS 

> RIDICULOUS! 








We KHow 
You ARE 

OUT THERE, 

S'mMMontzZ2z. 


me) Be m1 ies 
ia %) all 
ie 


= 


“TH'S WORLD 
AND ITS SHADOWS 
BELONG To ME.” \SN'T 
THAT WHAT You SAID, 
SIMMONNNZ 2 





BUT 
EVEN THE “Hg 
SHRADOW;S 
WANE EXES. 
TE DARKNESS 
TFERRS To HEAR 
AND Voice 


ee Sayyed 
WW . AY 
we 


wn 
at 


| Ih 
a 














MES WANE 
WE FORGOTTEN 


WE INJURIES (OU HAVE 

DONE LS, SIMMONNZZL. 

WERE WILL BEA 

RECKONING, IN THE 
DON'T THINK END, You WILL NOT 
WE HAVEN'T BE ABLE To WIDE 


\ if FROM USSSZZ... 
: arid 


Now, Get 
OUT OF THAT 
CHILD'S BODY AND 
GO BACK WHERE YOU 
CAME FROM. TELL 
YOUR MASTERS TO 
STOP WASTING 
MY TIME. “an 
Nou Witt \ 
PAY FOR WHAT 
XOU'NE DONE, J 
SImMMoNZZZ. 
You Wit BE 
A DESTROXED. 


AND SToP 
CALLING ME 
“SIMMONS.” 


BABY, WHERE'D 
YOU GO? YOU 
SCARED ME. 4 





ME 
MONICA. 


— 


THERE ARE THINGS IN 

THIS WORLD THAT 

MOST PEOPLE ARE 

AFRAID TO FACE. 

LITTLE DARK CORNERS 

THEY'RE TOO SCARED 
TO LOOK IN. 


THOUGHTS THEY 
WON'T ALLOW 
THEMSELVES 
TO THINK. 


LINES THEY 
WON'T ALLOW 
THEMSELVES 
TO CROSS. 


BENEATH THE COVERS OF 
THEIR EMPTY LIVES, P 
AFRAID TO LOOK UNDER 
THE BED. AFRAID TO 
FACE THE MONSTERS 
THEY KNOW MUST 
DWELL THERE. 








POWER LIES. 
BEHIND THE FEAR. 


THAT'S THE SECRET B 


TO GREATNESS. 
HUNT DOWN THE 
THING YOU FEAR 
MOST AND 
CONQUER IT. 


ET 


MUTE A 





AFTER DARK, ALL THE MICE COME SCURRYING 
LATER... FROM THEIR HOLES. DRAWN BY THE NEON 
GLARE AND THE PROMISE OF ARTIFICIAL 
ECSTACY. 





IT’S A PATHETIC MASQUERADE. 
FOR THESE FEW HOURS THEY 
PRETEND THAT THEY ARE WILD, 
PRETEND THAT THEY ARE FREE, 


‘ HOLD UP 
TRUTH in Bs 


' cag THERE. 
SHEEP IN WOLVES’ | a 
9 CLOTHING. 2 Pe icer 


S WEAK MINDED 
ma AND HOLLOW. 


I DON'T 
NEED TO 


WO 
ees . 

Wi, 

W <4 . a 


a \ 
A = \ 
Em Ill 


SOMETIMES 
OLD TRICKS 
REALLY ARE 
THE BEST. 





THEY SEETHE LIKE .Y 
SNAKES, WRITHING & 
WITH DESPERATION. « 
DESPERATION TO 
FEEL ALIVE FOR 
JUST A MOMENT. 















THEY REEK OF 
AMPHETAMINE 

SWEAT AND TOO 
MUCH COLOGNE. 


~ 





se, 
— ets 
I WONDER WHAT THEY WOULD — ag) ANA 
SAY, ANY OF THEM, IF THEY KNEW bs i! 
THIS WAS THEIR LAST NIGHT 
ALIVE. WOULD THEY CRY FOR 
MERCY? BEG FORGIVENESS 2 




































































HEY! \ 
TALKING 


yo! 

EXCUSE 
XOU! YOU JUST 
KNOCKED MY 


LOOK 
AT ME, YOU 
FREAK! YOU 
THINK YOU'RE 


YEAH. AND 
YOUR THROAT. AND 
YOUR BELLY. DUDE, 
THEY'RE CRAWLING 
ALL OVER YOU! 


SHOULD... LIKE... 
SOMEBODY CALL 
A DOCTOR OR 
SOMETHING? 


> 





COME ON, * 
MAN. YOU KNOW 
I'M GOOD FOR IT. 


WHO 

\ NEEDS YOU? 

. YOUR STUFF 
CHICA. CAN'T 
ET DOTHAT. THIS 


BECAUSE I is > 
CRAVE eae YOU KNOW 


LOOK, MAYBE WHAT THEY CALL 
WAS A LITTLE YOU, MARK? THEY 
CALL YOU “MARK 
OF THE BEAST.” 
I HEARD YOU'RE 
A FREAKIN’ DEVIL 
WORSHIPPER. 


LOOK. I WAS 
ONLY HARD ON YOU 
‘CAUSE WE HAVE TO BE REAL 
= CAREFUL WITH THE HOUSE, 
ME? I ) ONE SCREW-UP CAN RUIN iT 
WORSHIP NO ONE. ) FOR EVERYONE. BUT YOU 
BUT I RESPECT 4 K GOT BALLS. I GIVE 
ANYONE WHO HAS YOU THAT. 
TRUE POWER. 
LISTEN, IF YOU 


REALLY WANT TO 
GET HIGH, FORGET 
THIS DUMP. 1 GOT 
SOME STUFF THAT 
WILL CHANGE 
> YOUR LIFE. 





IT'S CRAP. 
BUILT IN THE 30s, 
CONDEMNED AFTER 
THE '94 QUAKE. 
MOST OF THE KIDS 
STAY UPSTAIRS. 1 
GOT THE BASEMENT 
TO MYSELF. {FIT 
EVER FALLS DOWN 
. COMPLETELY, 
. THIS'LL BE 
MY TOMB. 


FOOD'S EASY. 
PIZZA PLACE AROUND 
THE CORNER. CALLINA 

BOGUS ORDER. WHEN 
THEY COME BACK THEY 
THROW THE PIE IN 
~ THE DUMPSTER. 


DON'T GET 
CAUGHT. 


YY $0... 
You SAID 
YOU HAD 


FLOATY. 


"IN XANADU ' 
y DIDKUBLA KHAN/ - 
THAT'S A STATELY PLEASURE- ‘S A POEM. 
THE DOORS DOME DECREE: / THIS en  COLERIGE, 


WOKE UP 
UNLOCKING. SACRED RIVER,RAN/ 
YOU'RE GOING , THROUGH CAVERNS 
TOANEW /MEASURELESS TO MAN/, 
PLACE. oor 10 A SUN- 
P~ LESS SEA.” 


LAUDANUM. DREAM AND 
HAD THIS WHOLE FRIGGIN’ 
POEM IN HIS HEAD. HE 
GOES TO WRITE IT 
DOWN BUT HE GETS 
INTERRUPTED. 


MULE 


IWS STILL 
HOOKED UP 
TO WATER AND 
ELECTRICITY, 
BUT YOU GOTTA BE 
DISCRETE. COPS ARE 
REALLY CRACKING ff 
DOWN ON SQUATS 
LATELY. 


ELOS : 
TRIED THE REST 
OF HIS LIFE BUT HE 
COULD NEVER, EVER 
FINISH !T. SEIZE THE 
MOMENT, BABY. 

\ YOU NEVER KNOW 
\ IF IT'S COMING 
BACK AGAIN. 





JAM. 


THE DEVIL'S 
MIDNIGHT. 


OKAY. 
THAT'S NOT THE 
BATHROOM 





Al | llamas I CAN FEEL 

i ee HIM OUT 

Mi ~ oe. THERE, 

\ | ie: SLIPPING 
Hi a BETWEEN 


THE 
SHADOWS. 


YOU KNOW, 1 fii 
DIDN'T LIE TO \ 
HER. I REALLY [fl 
AM TRYING TO 
GET SOMEONE'S 
ATTENTION. 


TS 


‘ 


—— Ean 
Ya 
COMING 
LIKE AN 
AVENGING 


GHOST. 


waa 





HE'S 





GET 

| | WUS THING 
| \ anAy FROM 
MELLL 


YOu ARE 
SAFE NOW. You 
ARE UNDER MY 

PROTECTION. 

















A YOU ARE 
7 BOUND, DEMON! 
BY EARTH ANDAIR, 
BY FIRE AND WATER. 
BY THE LIGHT ABOVE 
AND THE SHADOWS 
BELOW. BY VIRGIN y 


I BRING THE 
SIGIL, THE SACRAMENT 
AND THE SACRIFICE. RINGED 
IN FLAME AND SEALED IN 
BLOOD. YOU ARE BOUND T0 
MY SERVICE BY THE 
TIMELESS RULES OF 
DARKNESS. 


ALLRIGHT, - 
HELLSPAWN. 





EMPIRA 





